ISO                  TALES AND PROSE PHANTASIES

A supernumerary son might have been stowed away ; but
supernumerary daughters were the very nuisance of Spain.
He did, therefore, what in such cases every proud and lazy
Spanish gentleman endeavoured to do. And surely I need
not interrupt myself by any parenthesis to inform the base
British reader, who makes it his glory to work hard, that
the peculiar point of honour for the Spanish gentleman lay
in precisely these two qualities of pride and laziness; for, if he
were not proud, or had anything to do, what could you look
for but ruin to the old Spanish aristocracy ? some of whom
boasted that no member of their house (unless illegitimate,
and a mere term filius) had done a day's work since the
Flood. In the ark they admitted that Noah kept them
tightly to work ; because, in fact, there was work to do that
must be done by somebody. But, once anchored upon
Ararat, they insisted upon it most indignantly that no
ancestor of the Spanish noblesse had ever worked, except
through his slaves. And with a view to new leases of idle-
ness, through new generations of slaves, it was (as many
people think) that Spain went so heartily into the enterprises
of Cortez and Pizarro. A sedentary body of Dons, without
needing to uncross their thrice-noble legs, would thus levy
eternal tributes of gold and silver upon eternal mines, through
eternal successions of nations that had been, and were to be,
enslaved. Meantime, until these golden visions should be
realised, aristocratic daughters^ who constituted the hereditary
torment of the true Castilian Don, were to be disposed of in
the good old way, viz. by quartering them for life upon nun-
neries : a plan which entailed no sacrifice whatever upon any
of the parties concerned, except, indeed, the little insignificant
sacrifice of happiness and natural birthrights to the daughters.
But this little inevitable wreck, when placed in the counter
scale to the magnificent purchase of eternal idleness for an
aristocracy so ancient, was surely entitled to little attention
amongst philosophers. Daughters must perish by genera-
tions, and ought to be proud of perishing, in order that their
papas, being hidalgos, might luxuriate in laziness. Accord-
ingly, on this system, our hidalgo of St. Sebastian wrapped
the new little daughter, odious to his paternal eyes, in a
pocket-handkerchief, and then, wrapping up his own throat